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PREFACE. 



When it pleases God to remove from the ten- 
der care of loving parents^ the children whom 
He had graciously given them to train for 
Himself; — children whom they had fondly 
hoped would be their joy and comfort through 
many future year^(||p'^rely has some special 
design of mercy to others, as well as to them- 
selves. When His own grace had in a pecu- 
liar manner drawn the hearts of those little 
ones to delight in heavenly things^ and had 
rendered them so sweet and lovely, that even 
a stranger '^ might take knowledge of them, 
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Such were the thoughts that filled the mind 
of the bereaved Mother of little Amy and 
Rosalie^ as amidst many tears^ she penned the 
following Memoir^ and such are the thoughts 
which she has requested the writer of these 
few prefatory remarks to make known, as her 
motive for giving to the public^ what otherwise 
would have been looked upon as almost too 
sacred^ and too private, for any eye but her 
own. 

Happy will she feel should the example of 
her children^ particularly that of little Amy, 
in her truthfulness^ her conscientiousness^ her 
delight in secret prayer^ and her love to Jesus, 
be made useful to others^ and stimulate one 
little child to press forward on its heavenly 
course. 

Happy will she feel, if her own loss might 
be made the means^ under God^ of adding 
another jewel to the Redeemer's crown. 

That He, who said, *' SuflFer the little chil- 
dren to come unto me, and forbid them not/' 



may graciously accept this little ofifering^ and 
hear and answer the prayers which have often 
invoked a blessing during its preparation^ is 
the earnest wish of the writer — the faithful 
and affectionate friend of little Amy and 
Rosalie's parents^ 

L. W . 



TO MY BELOVED MOTHER. 



June^ 1854. 

Mt dearest MotheB; 

I need make no apologies for again 
dedicating these little Memorials to you^ pub- 
lished as they now are^ at the request of many 
kind friends. 

That they were written, only for the indul- 
gent eyes of those very near and dear, must 
be an excuse for many imperfections. Feeling, 
as indeed I do most truly, these defects, I 
hardly know how I have been induced to lay 
them before the public — ^partial, as I know 
they must be, from the pen of a mother. 
But if He who lent these dear ones to us, 
and has now, in His infinite wisdom, taken 
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them to Himself^ will graciously hear my 
prayers, and bless their example to any who 
may read about them^ I shall indeed be well 
repaid for the effort it has cost me. 

There was something so sweet and thought- 
ful about our little Amy's face and manner^ 
and at the same time so bright and joyous, 
that I cannot attempt to give a description 
of her. I dare not indeed trust myself to 
reflect upon her face and form^ except when 
I think what a lovely spirit she must ever 
be in the world of glory and holiness. I 
remember a friend once saying, ** I could 
not knowingly do any thing wrong before 
Amy. She looks as if she could see through 
me.'^ There was something indeed so earnest 
in her eyes, and bo pure^ that one could not 
help feeling this. 

And how can I tell you of our little Rosie's 
joyous face (without partiality,) and her quick 
lively manner. They were both in our eyes, 
buds of hkx promise, though not for this 
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world. How little did we think for what they 
were ripening — 

" And the mother gave in tears and pain, 

The flowers she most did love ; 
She knew she should find them all again. 

In the fields of light ahove." 

I trust that no dear child who reads this 
little book, will think^ that because he^ or she^ 
is now in good healthy therefore^ they have 
surely many years to live. 

Amy and Rosalie were both as well, and 
full of life, as any of my little readers can be, 
scarcely more than a week before each was 
taken from the arms of those Who loved them 
so dearly on this earth. And who can tell 
but that their lives may be as short ! 

Praying then, that when called to their last 
home, they may be ''As ripe, as ready, as 
blessed as they,^' 

Believe me, 
Your very affectionate daughter, 

E. M. H . 



AMY AND ROSALIE. 



^tmnmlH, ^r. 



Our sweet little Amy Louisa was born, 

December 12, 1846, at W . She 

was baptized by her dear grandpapa, 
January 17, 1847, her sponsors being 

her uncle and aunt B , and her aunt 

E. W . 

Amy was a pretty baby, and much 
admired, but her great beauty was in the 
sweetness of her disposition. God did 
indeed graciously hear many prayers for 
this darling child, ^nd as she grew older, 
her gentleness was the more remarkable, 
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although she had occasional screaming fits 
when qmte a baby. She was indeed a 
most winning little creature. I was blessed 
with the assistance and prayers of a good 
nurse, who endeavoured to train all our 
dear children in the right way ; and who 
loved and cared for them all, as few nurses 
ever do. She tells me, that before Amy 
could speak plain, if she thought she had 
been naughty, she would put her dear 
little hands together, and say, ^^Look 
down on me now, God, I am dood now, 
please please smile at me.** I well re- 
member her constant desire, from her 
earliest days, that God should smile at 
her. This feeling came with her first 
idea of God. It was quite suflScient to 
tell her what would grieve God : and 
she always tried to avoid it. Nurse 
tells me, she used constantly to come and 
repeat much that I had said to her, and 
would add — ** Is not Mamma good ? I 
i|m isure she will go to heaven. Don't 



you love her, nurse ? Dear child, she 
could never see a fault in those she 
loved. Amy would never play with a 
book in- which there was the name of 
" God." This was noticeable, even be- 
fore she knew all her letters. When 
she could only spell the One name, I 
have seen her look carefully through a 
book for that name, before she would 
play with it, and she never forgot in 
which book she had seen it. This great 
reverence for the name of God, and for all 
holy things, she never lost. As she grew 
older, it increased ; she never in her play 
forgot it, and her nurse tells me, that 
she would often walk away if she saw 
her brothers or sisters playing at what 
was done at Church, or at anything 
sacred. 

She had great admiration too for the 
names of our Saviour. She would often 
ask me to repeat all Jesus Christ's names, 
and after each, would say with much 
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feeling, ^^ Is not that a beautiful name, 
Mamma ? " How truly did the hymn 
express her feelings, 

'^ How Bweet ihe name of Jesus sounds 
In a believer's ear ! " 

Often have I seen her little pitying 
face, when she fancied any one said a 
word that had reference to things sacred, 
without thought, " Oh Mamma ! what 
did they say ? Isn't it wicked ? " Her 
tenderness of conscience was great. 
The following incident is very charac- 
teristic of the dear child. We spent a 
few days, at the house of a kind rela- 
tive, a few miles from B , when Amy 

was about four years of age. The day 
of our arrival, she saw me take a pin 
from the pincushion on the toilet table, 
and instantly exclaimed ; '' Oh Mamma^ 
are those your pins? May you use 
them ? " I said, they are not mine, my 
darling ; but I may use them, they were 



pat there on purpose for roe. As she 
never liked to doubt my word, she made 
no answer at the time ; but in the even- 
ing when she was being put to bed with 
her little sister in another room, (where 
there was also a well-stocked pincushion,) 
the housekeeper kindly came to see the 
dear children undressed, when Amy in- 
stantly ran up to her, saying, " S- j 

may we use the pins on the pincushion ? 
and may Mamma use those in her room?** 
She could not be satisfied without ob- 
taining full permission from the proper 
source. She might always be trusted ; 
she would never touch a thing that was 
not her own; indeed I hardly ever thought 
it necessary to remind her to leave any- 
thing alone. One night when she was 
going to bed in our room, where she 
always slept, she coughed a little. There 
were some jujubes on the mantelpiece 
which nurse knew I should like her to 
make use of, and she wished little Amy 



to have one, but nothing would induce 
her to take it, without my permission, 
till she found I was engaged with friends, 
and that nurse did not like to interrupt 
me. And then, the only condition on 
which she consented to have one, was 
that I should be told directly I came to 
bed. 

There was nothing dear Amy loved 
so much, as to listen to the history of 
her Saviour s sufferings, and her Saviour s 
love. It was a privilege to talk to her 
on the subject, she so fully entered into 
the thrilling narrative. 

I have often thought, while listening 
to her eager questions, and interested, 
animated remarks, what a precious seed- 
time was infancy, and how much we shall 
have to answer for, if such a time is lost. 
Have we not God's promise, " In the 
morning sow thy seed, and in the even- 
ing withhold not thy hand; for thou 
knowest not whether shall prosper, either 



this or that, or whether they both shall 
be alike good." Eccl. xi. 6. 

In the case of some dear children, we 
are permitted to see that the seed has 
taken root, and is bearing fruit, but with 
others it is not so, — we must wait. God's 
time is surely the best, for the fiilfil- 
ment of His own promise. We must stUl 
prayerfully sow the seed, believing that 
*^ He is faithful that promised.*' Let 
none doubt the capacity of very young 
children, to understand the things of 
God. Is it not true? that, *' He has hid 
these things from the wise and prudent, 
and has revealed them unto babes." 
Matt. xi. 25. 

Amy was a very little thing, she could 
scarcely have been more than three years 
old, when, after a conversation on our 
Saviours great love, she exclaimed — 
^^Dear Mamma, I love you so much, 
more than any one else in the world, 
but I must love Jesus Christ better, you 
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know." Her little heart was indeed full 
of love to every one, but above all to 
her Saviour. 

She had many favourite texts, on^ 
was so especially, **I love them, that love 
me, and those that seek me early shall 
find me.** — Prov. viii. 17. And was not 
this blessed love granted to her? for truly 

" She loved her SaTioor welL" 

This text was the last she ever copied, 
on the Sunday before she was taken ill : 
and we have placed it on her tombstone. 

But there was another favourite text 
among others ; " Blessed are the pure in 
heart, for they shall see God." She wished 
this explained, and then said, " What a 
beautifiil text. Mamma; I like that part 
80 much, **They shall see God: " must not 
that be beautiful ? '* 

Amy was also very fond of hymns, 
and though her memory was far from 
retentive, yet nothing in the form of 
religion ever escaped her ; it was with 
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ilifficulty she committed anything to me- 
mory, except her Bible, or Hymns ; and 
those were always a delight to her. She 
was far too truthful ever to say that 
«he liked her lessons. Indeed they were 
rather a trouble to her, though she was 
of an enquiring mind, and was constantly 
learning something. She very early 
taught herself to write. Before she was 
four years old, she could copy anything, 
and I then, rarely spent a day, or even 
an evening from home, without finding 
(on my return,) a text on my toilet table, 
written by little Amy, or perhaps a little 
note, begging me not to leave her again. 
But this is all passed ! 

Her s{Hrits were most joyous, and 
though so thoughtful a child, she was as 
happy as the day was long, always ready 
for any fun, and, as it were, extracting 
honey from everything around her. 
Her bright, sweet, yet gentle manner, 
endeared her to all who knew her. Her 
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poor Mamma," and this Was repeated over 
and over, again. Indeed it was a lesson 
to poor Mamma, which she did not for- 
get, it had arisen from a joke, and was a 
proof how careful one should be about 
every word, especially before children. 

Amy was a most humble-minded little 
creature, and was always wondering why 
people were so kind to her, when (as she 
said,) '^she was such a naughty little 
girl." At times it made her seem not 
very sociable, and this appearance of shy- 
ness gave to some, the idea of affectation. 
We, who knew her so well, could under- 
stand her feeling. It also made her 
distrust herself. She would never pro- 
mise to be good, but always said, '^I 
will try to be good, dear Mamma." And 
our darling Bosie caught this habit from 
her. Neither of them would say she 
had been good, it was always, either, 
"ask Nurse, Mamma," or "ask Auntie," 
or, " I have tried. Mamma." 
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Nurse tells me she often found Amy 
alone on her knees, in the school-room, 
either asking God to make her a good 
Uttle girl, or to forgive her for anything 
she had done wrong; for she was not al- 
ways a good child, sometimes she would 
give way to her temper, but then she 
always knew where to go for forgive- 
ness, or help to be a better child, and v 
surely God answered her prayers, offered 
in so much faith. Has He not said? 
^^ Ask and it shall be given, seek and 
ye shall find, knock, and it shall be 
opened to you/' And has he not also 
said ? " when thou prayest, enter into 
thy closet, and when thou hast shut thy 
door, pray to thy Father which is in 
secret, and thy Father which seeth in 
secret shall reward thee openly." Dear 
Amy knew all this well, and not only 
knew, but acted upon it. 

Amy had frequent attacks of infan- 
tine fever, sometimes running very high. 
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One time, I was sitting by her bed- 
side, watching her anxiously, when she 
said, ^^Dear Mamma, I want to say 
my prayers, but I must kneel," and she 
would not be satisfied without being 
raised up ; but her poor little head was 
too heavy to bear to be lifted, and she 
was obliged to lie down again, and I 
persuaded her to say her prayers as she 
lay, assuring her that God would hear 
her, and listen to what she said. She 
then begged me to read her something 
beautiful out of the Bible, and asked for 
a Psalm. I took the Bible in my hand, 
and was turning over the leaves, when 
she exclaimed, ** Oh Mamma ! how beau-- 
tifuir' I feared she was wandering, 
and said, " My darling, I was not read- 
ing anything.'* " No, Mamma," she 
answered, ** I know that, but it was 
the leaves that sounded so beautifulj I 
always like the sound of the leaves of a 
Bible ! " How fond she was of her 
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Bible ; she never wearied of hearing 
Scripture stories, and her whole soul 
seemed to enter into them ; and yet while 
enjoying what she loved so much, sitting 
on my lap, and having a long talk about 
Heaven, and Holy Things, she never 
forgot that I might be tired. "Dear 
Mamma, how kind you are, but won't 
you be tired if you talk any more ? " 
so often rings in my ears now, and re- 
minds me of the love and thoughtfulness 
of our Amy, so unselfish was she in her 
pleasures. She and Bosie were both 
very fond of the large nursery Bible ; it 
was a great treat to them on Sunday 
afternoon to hear their nurse read out of 
it ; but Amy never forgot, first to ask 
whether she had a headache, and if she 
said no, she would say, " Oh! I am so 
glad, dear nurse. Please will you read 
to us ? " She was very fond of all her 
dear brothers and sisters I Her darUng 
sister Bosie was her constant companion; 
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they were a preeioos little pair. I>id 
we love them too well ? 



Our dear little Bosalie Mary, was 
born the 6th of December 1848, (jast 
two years after cor little Amy,) at B— d, 
and was baptized in the Parish Church* 

by the Eev. W. F. B January 31, 

1849, (her Sponsors being her aunt A. 

H , Mrs. A. , and her uncle, 

the Rev. A. W. W .) and may we 

not humbly believe, our prayers were an- 
swered for this precious child, as well as 
for our darling Amy, and that they were 
then indeed numbered among the children 
of God. Bosie was a very shy child, 
with a strong will, but she had a most 
loving little heart. We had one or two 
hard struggles with her, before she was 
three years old. After that, all our 
trouble was well repaid. Her shyness 
was quite painftd to herself, and she had 
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a great dislike of seeing strangers, and 
particularly gentlemen ; but my chief 
anxiety about her then, was, that we 
could not interest her about religion. 
I perhaps noticed this more in her, be- 
cause Amy was so different at her age. 
I do not remember the time that Amy 
was not a holy child. On little Rb- 
sie's second birthday, her dear Aunt 

A , kindly gave her a Bible and 

Prayer-book, which much delighted her, 
because she was pleased to possess a book 
of her own. But little Amy could not 
let such an opportunity pass, without 
telling her whose book the Bible was ; 
and the following conversation ensued : 
" Bosie dear, that is Ood's book." " No, 
it isnt^ its mine.'' "Yes, but it isy 
Bosie, its Ood's book," (and then Amy 
produced all the Bibles and Testaments 
in the room, saying,) " look Bosie, they 
are all God's books." " Yes," said Bosie, 
" they may be, but this is mineJ' During 

c 
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the same year, on Good Friday, the 
children were pleased with the hot crossed 
buns at breakfast, and Amy then tx)ok 
the opportunity of reminding Rosie of 
the great event we were that day com- 
memorating. May we not learn from a 
little child, to say a word in season ? 
"Do you know, Rosie, why there are 
crosses on these buns ? " '* No, but I 
want one." " But you ought to know, 
Rosie, because it's about Jesus Christ.''^ 
" Yes, but I don't care now, I want 
a bun." " But you ought to care, Rosie, 
because if Jesus Christ had not died on 
the cross for us, we couldn't go to Hea- 
ven." And thus would our dearest 
Amy help her little sister in the right 
way. 

I always thought of Amy, as a piece 
of leaven in the house, and often felt 
how much there was that we could all 
learn from her. 

The apparent thoughtlessness in our 
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dear Sosie, all passed off, when she was 
three years old. From that time she 
manifestly improved in every way, lov- 
ing to hear good things, and becoming 
the most obedient little child possible; 
and her truthfulness was then as re- 
markable as Amy's, and each thought 
the other so much better than herself, 
that it was quite sweet to see them 
together. 

Rosie one day left her play, and went 
up to her dear nurse, saying " Nursy, 
wouldn't you rather have your arm cut 
off than tell a story ? / would, and my 
leg too." 

She was always in trouble when she 
had been naughty. "I am so sorry, nursy, 
I wish God would kill Satan ; dont you? 
he only makes us naughty, he is no good, 
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m sure. 

Then again, she would come running 

into the nursery, exclaiming — "Nursy, 

are you not glad dear Jesus came down 

C 2 
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to die, that we may go to Heaven ? If 
we pray, we may all go — all you know, 

oldC anda//I" 

Thus was the dear child learning, in 
her simple way, that the gospel was in- 
deed " good tidings of great joy to aU 
people." Yes, to allj even such little 
ones as herself — 

" Who ask for a share in His love ! " 

Old C , as she called him, was a 

man who cleaned knives and boots for us. 
Bosie was fond of talking to him; and 
often expressed a wish that those she 
liked might go to Heaven. 

The dear children frequently talked of 
Heaven together. 

One day,iRosie had found an old knife, 
with which she was playing. Amy fear- 
ing she would hurt herself, said, — " Oh 1 
take care, Kosie, you will die if you do 
so." "Well, Amy," said Eosie, "I 
would be glad, you know ; I should go to 
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Heaven and see dear Jesus, and dear 
Aunt F." She did not fear an accident 
that might bring her where she wished to 
be; and may we not trust, that the griace 
of God was working in her little heart, 
making her thus long for the presence of 
her Saviour. 

, She was very fond of hearing scripture 
stories, and foiind no difficulty in remem- 
bering even the order of them. She was 
remari^ably quick at learning anything ^ her 
memory being good was a great help to 
her. She was indeed a bud of fair pro- 
mise, in every way ; and we looked for- 
ward with great interest to her future cha- 
raeter. Hcyw little we then thought, for 
what i^e was being fitted. She had learnt 
(amongst others), one or two verses of 
her dear sister's fevourite hymn — 

" I think when I read, &c." 

and was not satisfied with knowing it 
herself, but used to get the housemaid, 
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of whom she was very fond, to let her 
teach her the lines, as she learnt them. 
Her favourite text was — " Suffer little 
children to come unto me.** We have 
placed it on her tombstone. The last 
year and a half of her life we had very 
little trouble with her; her obedience 
was so prompt, that we scarcely ever had 
to speak to her a second time. How 
many endearing remembrances have 
we, of this yielding of her own will to 
ours. Precious lamb ! if she did not 
like to do anything she was told, she 
would sometimes say, " I'd rather not," 
but when she was bid again, she never 
refused. Perhaps, when she was called 
to bed, she might be dancing in her 
own joyous way, with her brothers and 
sisters, when she would run up to her 
dear Auntie, who was playing for them, 
and say "Only half a dance more. Aun- 
tie ? ** And if it was refused, she would 
not ask again, but run off to bed instantly. 
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— Surely the grace of God alone could 
act in this way on a strong will, at so 
early an age ; may He only be praised, 
for thus preparing our darling child for 
her Heavenly home. 

Bather more than a month before little 
Rosie's death, she was walking with her 
nurse, and brother, and sisters, in the 
town. Nurse never liked to take the 
children into the town, for fear of their 
being hurt in any way; and when she 
did, was more especially careful not to 
let go of Bosie's hand, she was such a 
lively little creature, that she always 
feared she would run into danger. Nurse 
generally held Amy's hand too ; but on 
going into a shop that day, she let go of 
Bosie, instead of Amy, as she thought, 
and did not find out her mistake, as 
the dear children were so nearly the 
same size, and dressed alike, till she 
turned to leave the shop, when to her 
dismay, she missed Bosie. She says. 
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she shall never forget her horror, when 
little Amy looked up in her face, and 
said, — " I am Amy^ nurse ! " She so 
fully thought she had Eosie s hand in 
her's. After seeking her everywhere in 
the neighbourhood, without success, nurse 
ran home with the other children, in great 
distress of mind, when a search was im- 
mediately instituted, and the bellman was 
set to cry her. 

In the meantime, it appears, that Eosie 
had run off, thinking she knew the way 
home, and had taken a wrong direction. 
Several people asked her whether she had 
lost her way ; but she always said, ** Oh, 
no, she was not lost, she was only going 
home." At last a Policeman saw seve- 
ral Irish women talking to her, and asked 
her name, which she always gave very 
clearly. I can fancy I hear her saying — 

"Rosalie Mary H ." The PoUce- 

man then took her by the hand, intend* 
ing to find out her place of abode, which 
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she could not tell quite so clearly ; but 
as they were walking along together, he 
heard the bellman, who was giving no- 
tice that she was lost, and so, soon found 
her friends. She had been lost, for two or 
three hours; what anxious ones they must 
have been to those who knew it! / 
being at the time very ill, was spared this 
distress. My illness rendered quiet ab- 
solutely necessary to me. Her Papa 
fearing therefore, lest she should tell 
me, after he had made her promise not 
to say anything, urged her again, say- 
ing — " You will be sure^ Bosie, not 
to tell dear Mamma." She answered 
instantly — " I «hould tell a story if I 
did." Precious child ! her yea, was in- 
deed yea^ and her nay, nay. May we 
not learn of her? She kept her promise 
most feithfuUy, for when the day after, 
she was sitting by my bedside, I no- 
ticed a graze on her arm, and asked 
her how it had happened, she said — 
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" I fell down, Mamma." " But where, 
dear, and when ? " She only added, 
• " When I was out, Mamma, yesterday/' 
How carefully she avoided saying any- 
thing that was untrue ! When asked, 
what she would have done if she had not 
been found before night ; she answered, 
"I should have found a stone for my 
pillow, like Jacob, and God would have 
taken care of me." This was indeed 
simple faith ; would that we all had 
such child-Uke trust in our Heavenly 
Father. 

I think the greatest trouble our dear 
children ever had, wa^ parting with 
their dear nurse, who left about a month 
before Rosie died. The morning she 
left, Bosie was much distressed, and said 
to her — " Dear Nursy, I wish you would 
not go, and if you must go, I'd rather 
you'd go to Heaven instead of going 
home." It was always her great desire, 
that those she loved should go to Heaven! 
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The birthdays of the two little sisters 
being only -six days apart, we generally 
gave them a little treat on one, to com- 
memorate both. The last they spent 
on earth together, were very joyous ones, 
but not as much so as the next, when 
they were both in Heaven ! They never 
spent a birthday on earth apart. How 
happy they were together! On one, 
they wore crowns of artificial flowers, — 
the next, crowns of glory in Heaven ! 
We gave them a joint present that last 
birthday, a set of china tea-things, the 
value of which was much enhanced by 
its being shared together. Two years 
before, Rosie had received a very nice 
present from her kind Godmamma, Mrs. 

A . It was a doll, too good for 

a baby to play with, we had therefore 
not dressed it, but frequently shown it 
to her, and nothing pleased her more, 
than to see this doll wrapped up in 
wool, in its tidy little box. That last 
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birthday I remember saying to her — 
when I opened the box — " Why Bosie, 
you are growing such a great girl, I 
think we must dress this doll for you, by 
your next birthday." How little do 
we know what a day may bring forth ! 
James iv. 13, 14. When Bosie was 
being undressed in the evening of that 
day, she made this remark to her nurse, 
— " Mamma will never let me have that 
doll, Nursy ; I shan't want it in Hea- 
ven ! ^ Which now seems like an inti- 
mation of what was to be. 

I afterwards gave the doll to little 
Amy, as a remembrance of her darling 
sister ; and we hoped — she and I toge- 
ther — ^to complete the clothes for it by 
little Bosie's next birthday. Tbey are 
not finished ! and Amy does not rvant 
the doll now ; she too is in Heaven ! 

I could never make Amy believe it 
was really to belong to her ; she would 
always say—" I am going to take care 
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of it for Bosie." This was perhaps, be- 
cause she hesitated to appropriate what 
might not be properly her own. 

The Uttle sisters' earthly birthdays 
were six days apart — their Heavenly six 
months. 

^' Then weep not, bat alike 
Adore a 'taking ' and a ' giving ' God. 
Deem not these blossoms prematurely pluck'd. 
Let those who make this fleeting earth their all, 
And its horizon bound their happiness, 
Talk of urUimdtf graves I No flower can drop 
Too soon, if ripe for glory. Early pluck'd. 
Is early bliss. If the great clock of time 
Has in life's dawn of morning toll'd its knell. 
And numbered earthly hours, it hastens Heaven. 
An early death-bed, is an early crown." 

The last three weeks of Rosie's life 
she spent very happily at her Uncle W. 
M. H — — 's with her little cousin. Her 

dear Aunt A used to bring her over 

to see me almost every day. I shall ne- 
ver forget her bright face once, when she 
seated herself beside my bed, saying — 
" Dear Aunt A has taught me such 
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R beautiful hymn, — oh ! such a beautiful 
one, Mamma, you don't know it. It is all 
about Jesus, and it begins, * Gentle Jesus,' 
Mamma," and her dear face beamed with 
pleasure when she found that I knew it, 
and added, ^^1 do like it ^omuch. Mam- 
ma." She had thus early learnt to love 
her Saviour ; how soon was she called to 
praise Him for ever ! 

One day, when she came in to see me, 
she said, " She was so happy at her Uncle 

W ^s, that she should stay there till 

the end of the world, but that she would 
come and see us the last Sunday. How 
singularly true was this, as concerned Aer 
little world. The last time I ever saw 
her, was on Sunday, April the 24th. 
She was taken ill with scarlet fever the 
following Wednesday, and it was God^s 
will, owing to my illness, that I should not 
be permitted to watch by her bedside. 
He only, who laid this additional affliction 
upon me, knew how much it deepened 
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the agony of parting ; and how hard it 
was to say, " It is well." 

Her dear Papa was with her con- 
stantly ; and she had kind, good nurses, 
(though her mother was not by her). 
May God bless them all for their great 
attention to little Rosie, during her ill- 
ness. How much she loved them all, 
especially her dear Aunt ! 

R (my kind, good nurse), was 

with her the last day or two in addition 
to those who so well and kindly cared 

for her, at her dear Uncle's. R 

tells me, that she once began to repeat 
little Rosie's favourite text to her — 
" Suffer little children to come unto me," 
when she instantly added — " And forbid 
them not," shewing that she was quite 
conscious, and had not forgotten our 
blessed Saviours gracious invitation, to 
such little ones as herself. 

Our beloved Rosie was called to her 
rest, after much suffering, on the morn- 
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ing of Tuesday, the 3rd of May, 1853. 
How little did I think on that Sunday, 
when my precious child came in to see 
me, looking so bright and well, and so 
sweet and loving, that I was never to see 
her on earth again. Our next meeting 
— ^how joyous ! — ^will be, in that place 
where there will be no more parting ! 

*^ BrUliant and beautiful ! — and can it be ? 
That in thy radiant eye there dweUs no light ! 
Upon thy cheek no smile ! I little deemed 
At our last parting ! when thy darling voice 
Breathed so much lovty what shadowy form 
Then rose between us ! and with icy dart 
Wrote — * Ye shall meet no more ! ! ' 

I little dreamed 
That thy elastic step, — Death^s darkened vale 
Would tread before me ! 

Rosie ! I shrink to say 
Farewell to thee ! ** 

Our little Rosie was buried on Thurs- 
day the 5th of May, (being Ascension 

day), at B 1, near B -d. How 

suitable was the day ! for may we not, 
in humble hope, look to the time when 
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she, (and all of as) may thither ascend, 
where He is gone before us ? 

At the time of her funeral, jost when 
the earth was thrown on the coffin, — 
^ Earth to Earth — Ashes to Ashes — 
Dust to Dust,' — a lark sprang up, over 
the heads of the mourners, and sang its 
song of praise, as if to say — " Think 
not of the dust slumbering there, but 
that a soul is saved, another added to 
the redeemed before the throne, and that 
while you are mourning here, 

** Her hand a golden harp is stiingingy 
And with a yoioe serene and clear ; 
Her ransomed soul without a tear. 
Her Savionr's praise is singing." 

For have we not indeed, a sure and 
certain hope, that, 

** She is not lost hat gone hefore ; " 

and, 

^ If our own poor faith &il not. 
She most he oars for ever." 
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When our darling Rosie left us, little 
Amy was my comforter. On the day of 
the funeral, I was reading the Burial ser- 
vice to her, and was very much over- 
come. I shall never forget her dear little 
face of enquiry, and almost astonishment 
when she said, " Dear Mamma, why do 
you cry ? " " Don't you know, dear ? 
it is because our precious little Bosie is 
gone ! " " Yes, Mamma, I know that ; 
but then, she is so happy, you don't wish 
her to come back again, do you, dear 
Mamma? I am sure she would not 
like you to wish her to come back." 
No, truly she would not, and I felt how 
selfishly I was grieving. 

While I was ill, I was not able to look 
after my dear children, and in the ab- 
sence of their good nurse, who had lived 

so long with me, B was indeed a 

comfort, as I knew she would take care 
that they were properly- attended to, and 
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more especially, that she would further 
all my wishes and prayers for them. She 
tells me that one day, when at play to- 
gether in the schoolroom, something 

vexed Amy, and she came up to R 

to tell her Uttle trouble. After a few 

minutes, she went up stairs with R , 

who took her on her knee, and asked 
how it was that' she had given way to 
her temper, as it was so displeasing to 
God, and grieved Him to see it. She 

said " I can't help it, R ; it is my 

evil heart, and the devil that makes me 
so naughty, and it makes me so un- 
happy." " You should pray to God, to 
give you a new heart." " Yes, I will, 

dear R ." 

R left the room, but as she did 

not quite close the door, she overheard 
these words: "O Lord, I am a little 
child, full of sin ; take away my naughty 
tempers, and give me a clean heart ; give 
me faith to believe in Thee. Amen." 

D 2 
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When R- came again into the room 

she asked her if she had prayed, and she 
said, " Yes, God has forgiven me." 
^* How can you tell, dear, that God has 
forgiven you ? " she answered as though 
she was surprised at such a question. 
"Why! Christ has promised to forgive all 
who pray to him." And this was her sim- 
ple faith; she knew that all who came to 
Him should be received, and that none 
should be sent empty away who tnisted 
in Him. And no one could live with her 
without seeing that the faith she had, 
was an active one, and a very humble 
one, and every one perceived after her 
prayers for grace, that she had offered 
them in that same humble, yet strong 
faith, at the Throne of Grace : for her 
little face quite beamed with happiness, 
as she came among us again. We could 
not indeed doubt that '^she had been 
with Jesus," and had received the par- 
don she had sought. She would then 
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come round and kiss us all, begging for 
our forgiveness too — darling child, and 
could it be refiised ? 

R frequently read the Bible with 

the children. She tells me that little 

Amy was asked once, whether she would 

like to hear a chapter from the gospels, 

but she begged for one in Revelation, 

^yi^^gj ** She liked to hear about Heaven 

being paved with such beautiful stones." 

On reading the xxi. chap. 4 verse, " God 

shall wipe away all tears from their 

eyes,'* she said, " God has wiped away 

tears from Mamma's eyes, she does not 

cry about dear little Rosie now: but 

Mamma loves her still." And again 

fit)m verse 18 — 21, she said, '* What a 

large place Heaven must be, and what 

a lovely place ! There will be no carpets 

in Heaven. What beautiful stones! it 

must be so slippery. Do you think we 

shall know dear little Rosie ? Will she 

kiss us ? and shake hands ? " At the 
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23rd verse, " What a lovely place Hea- 
ven must be, such a bright light! Why 
cannot every person go to Heaven ? " 

The day before R left, she said,) 

" Do you think you will go to Heaven 

when you die, dear R ^P" On R 

answering, that she hoped so, she said 
"Then you will meet me, and Rosie, 
and dear Mamma. Oh ! dorCt y6u love 
dear Mamma?" Amy talked much about 
her little sister, and frequently said, " I 
do hope I shall be the first of all of us 
to see dear little Rosie again;" and once, 
when she made this remark, some one 
asked, whether she would like to leave 
dear Mamma. " Oh no," she said, " but 
perhaps she will come soon after." How 
soon was her desire gratified ! And 
Mamma — 

" She wiU not grudge, and she wiU not fear, 
Till Jesus comes, and in glory then, 
Mamma and her children, meet again." 

When T. and E. W /kindly asked 
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toe to B n, they also expressed a 

wish that Amy should accompany me. 
I refused the invitation for her at first, 
knowing how much her dear Papa would 
love to have her with him while I was 
away ; and I also thought dear E, would 
feel lonely without her little sister. She 
was such a treasure, that we both, Fa- 
ther and Mother, hesitated to deprive 
one another of her company, she was so 
loving and sweet to us all. 

Amy had often talked of, and wished 

to pay her dear Aunt K W , a 

visit, bnt still her first thought (when 
the kind invitation was mentioned to 
her,) was, " Do you really wii^h m^ to 
go, dear Mamma? "* Then A^ fear^ 
lest she should intrude, ^J)ijtcii^ 4U^ 

Aunt B , realitf wish fide to jr^y 

Did she ask me? bow very kiud i/i 
her ! " Then she doubted about U^u^'mit 
her dear Papa and mbtt^ aod wnnii*^ t^ 
make some anangemeat i^ ^>mh«^ \mk^ 
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wards and forwards, (not understanding 
the great distance). Her Papa at last 
decided that she should go with me to 

B n, and then her joy knew no 

bounds, and she counted over all the 
joys in prospect. One of the greatest 
was, that she would see her dear nurse 

at H , on her way to B n, 

when at her Aunt L. G *s. Her 

heart was full of love to her, and I am 
sure she deserved it all. I shall never 
cease to thank God for the blessing of 
such a nurse, who assisted me so truly 
in training those dear children for the 
glory which was prepared for them. 

Her dear Aunt L, G was with us 

for a few days before our journey to the 
south, and she loved our sweet Amy, 
and was much interested in her; and 
liked to hear her sing her little Hymns. 
How fond she was of singing; indeed 
we used to hear her little voice con- 
stantly singing one Hymn or another, 
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out of the joy of her heart. Did she 
not fiilfil the apostle's injunction? James 
V. chap. 13 verse. Dear Amy's only 
amusement, on the journey, was her 

Uncle J. W 's Hymn Book, and 

she then learnt a Hymn which was 
afterwards an especial favourite with her* 
It began : — 

" Dearest Mother, tell me why, 
Grod who dwells aboye the sky ; 
Always listens when I pray ; 
Always hears whate'er I say % ** 

She was much pleased with it, and 
learnt it very quickly, as usual. 

After sleeping one night at her Uncle 

A. W ^"s at S , (her dear Papa 

and sister accompanying us thus far,) we 

went on to H , with her Aunt L. 

G , and there spent a very happy 

week. Amy was much delighted to msdce 
the acquaintance of so many cousins, but 
still her greatest pleasure was seeing her 
dear Nur^e who came to H for 
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that purpose. She did not know how 
to make enough of her, and could hardly 
bear to leave her side; and when her 
dear cousins (who were all fond of 

E ,) clung round her, Amy gently 

expostulated with them saying, "You 
know, darlings, she belongs to me, you 
ought to let me be with her." Nurse 
says she shall never forget her little 
voice singing so sweetly to her. 

" Oh, for a closer walk with God." 

This was a very favourite hymn, and she 
was often singing it. She also repeated 
her new hymn to her, 

" Dearest Mother, tell me why 1 " 

asking her with much feeling, whether 
she did not like it very much. The last 
verse of the Hymn is the following : — 

" And if I were soon to die ; 
In the Heaven above the sky ; 
Though lam & little thing, 
FiiU of love my heart would sing.'* 
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Nurse thought at the time, (and so 
did I,) that the dear child must surely 
soon be going to sing in heaven. 

It was a feeling that often came over 
me. I always thought her too tender 
a plant for this world of sorrow and 
sin, which always grieved her so much 
either in herself or in any one she 

loved. Amy felt leaving H , where 

she had received so much kindness, and 
the morning we left, she said to me, 
" Mamma, what shall I do without cou- 
sins ? I shall miss them so much. Oh ! 
but I shall have dear sweet Aunt 

B , dont you love dear Aunt 

B ? Amy promised a letter to her 

cousin H , which promise was much 

on her mind, but only half fulfilled. She 
also promised a stone from the beach to 

S , her cousin's nurse, and that she 

did not forget, and often pointed out the 
stone that was to be S ^'s, of those she 
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had picked up. Promises were always 
sacred with her. 

Precious lamb, how little did I think, 

when we were going to B ^n, that she 

would never travel on a railway again, 
except in her coffin ! No, she was not 
there ! ! As she travelled to London, 
she was learning Hymns, and as her little 
body was conveyed to its last resting- 
place, in the quiet churchyard, by the side 
of her little sister, her happy spirit was 
singing its praises to JBRm, who had loved 
her, and given himself for her. 

How can I tell of Amy's happiness, 

during her visit to B ^n ? All were 

so kind to her, her joyous Uttle heart waai 
full of delight. And, as her dear Aunt 
says, ^^ She was like a little sunbeam, 
brightening every one she came near.** 
Skipping on the slopes, with some little 
firiends, and spending an afternoon with 
a nice little girl of her own age, were 
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among her pleasures ; but I believe her 
greatest happiness consisted, in hearing 
Pilgrim's Progress read to her. She 
thought it so beautiful, and asked me one 
day if I did not think it was the next 
best book to the Bible, " because it talks 
about the way to heaven, Mamma." 
And the avidity with which she listened 
to it, day after day, was remarkable. 
She entered into the spirit of it, I am 
sure, more than many older persons. 
She literally never wearied of it, and was 
most anxious that others should like it 
too, and often asked me whether I 
thought this or that person had read it, 
and was sure they must like it. When 
she was going to write to her cousin, she 
made the same remark to me, " I wonder 
whether she has read Pilgrim's Progress." 
I said, " You can ask her, dear, and ad- 
vise her to read it, if you like.** " Oh 
Mamma ! I could'nt advise her, not / 
advise. I can ask her whether she has 
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read it ; you could advise her, Mamma." 
She feared at all times to take too much 
upon herself. Allegories are especially 
suited to a child's mind, there are few 
who do not like them ; but Amy realized 
them more vividly perhaps, than many, 
and never forgot any she had once heard. 
She often talked to me of one of Monro's, 
"The Midnight Sea," where the little 
boy in the boat, did not quite like to part 
with all his shells to let the pilot in, and 
was so pleased when he threw out his 
last shell. " Agathos " was a great fa- 
vourite with her ; when she was a very 
little creature, she would call it her dear 
" Lion book." 

Little Amy was always in the habit of 
remaining on her knees, for a short time, 
after saying her prayers. She once told 
her elder sister what she said then ; she 
does not now remember the words ; but 
it was a prayer for her dear Papa and 
Mamma. I one day talked to her se- 
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riously, about the sin of rushing irito thd 
presence of God without first thinking 
whom it was we were going to address, 
and she never afterwards began her pray- 
ers, without kneeling in silence for a few 
minutes. The dear child always so read- 
ily entered into any reverential feeUngs ; 
and should not we do well to imitate her 
in this ? 

Her love for Hymns increased; and 
the last month of her life, she seemed to 
be always either repeating, or singing 
them. Amy was much delighted with a 

tune her Aunt L. G had given me, 

for her favourite hymn, — 

** I think when I read that sweet story of old." 

which she learnt to play on the piano 
with one hand, and when she knew it, 
she hardly ever passed the piano, if it 
was open, without playing it. 

Her dear Aunt E. W had taught 

her " The bells," and " Hot crossed 
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buns," and she had also learnt " Little 
Bo Peep," but these were all thrown on 
one side, or very seldom played, when 
she knew the tune for her hymn. *' The 
bells," she thought very pretty, and said 
she liked them best, because they were 
like a Sunday tune. 

• About a week before she was taken ill, 
I was alone with her one day, when she 
said " Mamma, I never knew that little 
children died, before Rosie died." *' Did 
you not ? my darling, I wonder at that, 
because you have read of little children 
dying." " Yes, Mamma, but I did not 
really know that they did, before that." 
I took the opportunity of talking to her 
of the uncertainty of life, little thinking 
how near her life was to its close. She 
must have meant, that she had not real- 
ized the fact, before it was brought so 
home to her, by the death of her dear 
little sister. 

I cannot say all I would of the love 



49 

shewn to her at B n ; the dear 

child repaid it in her own way, by love to 
them all ; and through her illness it was 
just the same, she felt so much the un- 
ceasing kindness that was shewn to her. 
If I did anything for her that she liked, 
it was always, "how nice that is, dear 
Mamma. May I do it for you some 
day? " Then she often asked me how 
I was — ** How are you, dear Mamma," 
indeed, she frequently asked all her kind 
nurses how they were, and would tell me 
how kind this or that person was* 

Her habit of thinking of others before 
herself, even during her sufferings, was 
indeed very affecting. 

How soon was all her happiness in 
this world to pass away, to be replaced 
by an unfading joy, in the presence of 
the Saviour whom she loved, and of that 
beautiful light she had longed to see ! 
Her love, and tender attention to me 
while we were at B^ n, were unceas- 

E 
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ing, I hardly dare to think of them, He 
only can tell, who has seen fit to deprive 
us of them ; how sadly we shall miss them. 

" God comfort us for all the love, 
That we have lost in her." 

On Friday the 1 1 th of November, I 
was not feeling very well, and had taken 
my tea in my bed-room ; dear Amy (as 
she had sometimes before done, much to 
her delight,) dined late with her uncle 
and aunt. After dinner, she came up 
with her aunt into my room, and as she 
was rather fretful about something that 
annoyed her, I told her how wrong it 
was, and this made her cry. It was 
so seldom I had any trouble with her 
that I believe I noticed any irritability 
in her, more than I might have done 
in any other child ; and when her dear 
aunt left the room, I spoke to her more 
seriously, telling her I hoped she would 
ask God, to help her to be a better child 
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and control her tempers ; adding that it 
was of no use to pray, if we did not make 
use of the help, God was so willing to 
give us, by trying to be good. She felt 
this a great deal, and wished to kneel 
down immediately, which of course I 
encouraged, and she knelt for some time. 
When she rose from her knees, she was 
very sorry, — precious child, for the 
temper she had given way to, and I 
talked to her again, and then gave her 
a Httle book to read to me. The title 
of which was "My Little Sister;" it 
was about the death of a very little girl. 
At the conclusion of the book are these 
words, " We are not too young to die, 
— ^Reader, ask yourself then, if you are 
prepared to die ; and if your heart answers 
No, then pray to God to fit you by his 
grace for heaven. Death may come to 
you as suddenly as it did to this dear 
little one. Pray then, that it may find 
you ready .'* 

E 2 
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Amy was so much affected by this, that 
she could scarcely read it for weeping, 
the appeal came to a softened heart ; and 
I shall never forget her dear face, look- 
ing at me through her tears; " OA, 
Mammaf Tm not fit to die ! " " No, ray 
darling," I said, " not in your own righ- 
teousness, but you know whose righteous* 
ness must cover you? " " Yes^ Mamma, 
Jesv^ Christ^Sy and that is a white robe." 
" And you know, too, who is called * The 
Way,' and *The door.' " "Yes, Mamma. 
Jesus Christ." "We can none of us 
get to Heaven any other way ; you re- 
member Jesus Christ is the only way." 
And this comforted little Amy, and 
her face brightened up again with her- 
sweet smile of faith, and all tears were 
gone ; and her dear Aunt says, when sh^ 
came down to tea after this, she was par- 
ticularly sweet and happy. The last 
part of Scripture she had learnt (indeed 
she was then committing it to memory, 
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verse by verse, in the mornings) was the 
X. of St. John's Gospel ; and she never 
would be satisfied without understanding 
as far as she could, everything she learnt, 
so that the fact of our Saviour being 
* The only door^^ had lately been much 
impressed upon her, and she received it 
with her usual simplicity of faith. 

The next morning (Saturday the 
1 2th ) she complained, on waking, of a 
little sore throat; but as she seemed 
otherwise well, and in good spirits, I did 
not keep her in bed, but tied a compress 
round her throat, and let her dress and 
go down to breakfast. After breakfast, 
she still complained of her throat, but 
read her Bible to her Aunt, and learnt 
her text — her other lessons being laid 
aside — and little did we then think, she 
would never open those books again. In 
the middle of the day, she complained 
of feeling sick, and was very poorly all 
the afternoon. As she was not inclined 
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to leave the drawing-room, her dear 
Aunt placed the sofa near the fire, and 
she laid on it all the afternoon, till near 
tea-time, when I persuaded her to get 
into bed after putting her into a warm 
bath with a little vinegar in it. She 
never came down again ; her bright little 
smile never gladdened the hearth any 
more ; and how far brighter is that smile 
now ! 

That evening we sent for the doctor, 
(Mr. S— t) who told me he suspected 
it might be scarletina. (How my heart 
sfank when he named the disease, those 
only can tell who have lost one sweet 
child already by it.) He added, at the 
same time, that it had been a good deal 
about in a mild form. I tried to hope 
(for the best J as I weakly thought,) that 
she, my own darling, might be spared to 
me, and I asked for life, and " ThoUj O 
God, gavest her a long life, even for ever 
and ever 1 " 
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On Sunday morning it was pronounced 
to be scarlet fever ; and the next Sunday 
evening, the 20th of November, just 
three weeks before her seventh birthday, 
she breathed her last in this world, only 
to begin an endless Sabbath in the pre- 
sence of that Saviour she loved so well 
on earth. 
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One endless Sabbath, — and that Sabbath, — Love." 



I cannot dwell on her sufferings, 
they were indeed great ; how willingly 
would her mother have borne them for 
her, if it had been the will of God — 
precious little lamb ; but then how glori- 
ous must have been the change after 
that week of pain ! and her mother would 
not rob her of any part of that happiness. 

On Sunday I said something to her 
about "the Fever," when she instantly 
exclaimed — " Oh ! Mamma, have I got 
a Fever ? that is a dreadful thing, is'nt 
it ? " " No, my darling, not dreadful^ 



56 

nothing is dreadful that God sends," and 
this quite satisfied her ; and though she 
often heard "the Fever" named after- 
wards she never seemed alarmed again. 
For instance, she would ask to see one 
person or another, and it was enough to 
tell her, that she would not like to give 
them the Fever, to satisfy her, and she 
would not ask again. One day she 
wished very much to see her dear sister 
E. I said — " You cannot see her, 
darling, you would not like to give 
her the Fever, I am sure ; " she added di- 
rectly — " No, Mamma, I should'nt ; '* 
and never asked again, though she was 
pleased when she received messages from 
her. For the first three or four days, 
she always liked me to kneel by her bed- 
side, and pray for her, and thought it so 
kind; and through the whole time, she 
was always calmed by having one of her 
favourite hymns read to her, when she 
was restless with the intense sufiering in 
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her throat, and could scarcely swallow. 
How much she suffered in that way for 
the last three or four days ! I hardly 
dare to think of. But God graciously 
gave us comfort, even through this sore 
trial. Her endeavours at self-control were 
most affecting the whole nine days, and 
afforded us the fullest assurance that her 
Saviour was with her. 

On Monday night, in her delirium, 
she raised herself in her bed, and sang, 
oh, how sweetly! the little hymn she 
was so fond of, quite through. 



" I think when I read that sweet story of old." 

Shall I ever forget thai little voice ? so 
clear, and steady, never missing a word, 
or a note, till she was wearied by the 
exertion, and at the last word, laid her- 
self down on her pillow, with a sigh for 
breath. Thank God, I was permitted 
to hear her last song on earth ; it was 
indeed a privilege I treasure. 
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Her next was among the redeemed — 

" In that heavJtifvl place He has gone to prepare." 

about which she sang so sweetly. That 
voice will ring in my ears to my dying 
day. — Amy entirely lost her voice for 
the last three days, it was seldom we could 
understand what she said ; this was indeed 
an additional drop of sorrow in our cup. 
The fever running very high, on the third 
day I was so anxious, that we telegraphed 
for her dear Papa, who came instantly 
much to the .dear child's joy. How thank- 
ful we both felt that he had arrived just 
when he did ; had he come a day later 
Amy might scarcely have known him, 
then it was a real delight to her to see 
him; and often did she tell me how 
hap-gy it made her to see " dear Papa."* 
Through her illness, she continued to be 
very fond of hearing Pilgrim^s Progress 
— frequently asking for it. One day I 
was reading to her, and it happened to 
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be about Christian and Hopeful, cross- 
ing the river Jordan, and being carried 
into the celestial city. This was one of 
her favourite parts, and she stopped me 
while I was reading, "Mamma, they 
were dressed in white robes." How soon 
was our little Amy dressed in those very 
white robes she loved to talk about. She 
knew indeed how much she needed the 
covering of her Saviour's righteousness. 
She had many favourite hymns. Her 
dear Aunt says truly of her " Her little 
life was a perpetual Hymn." She was 
very fond of, 

** I am but a little ctiild, — 
Vefy careless, vert/ wild ; 
And my heart does oft rebel, 
Yet I love my Saviour well." 

and also of this, 

" Jesus, Saviour, pity me ! 
Hear me when I cry to thee ! ** 

And these thoughts help us to bear 
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our loss, because we cannot doubt where 
her treasure was, and surely her little 
heart was there also. Once during her 
illness she said something about her little 
sister "Rosie," and I could not under- 
stand what she said, but directly after, 
she added ^^I wish I was there. Mamma. 
I want to go," and then a little after 
" Will you come too^ Mamma? " Yes, 
my precious child, when God will let 
me. For I could not help feeling it was 
some thought of Heaven that was in her 
mind; at any rate, my Heavenly Father 
permitted her to give me this call, and 
oh! what a call it was, through those 
dear lips ! Shall I ever forget it ? She 
was much pleased this time that I had 
understood her. I knew I did, because, 
when I repeated the words after her, she 
was so evidently gratified. 

Amy seldom, through her illness, made 
a mistake about any of us. I believe she 
knew me to the last. Even the Sunday 
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she died, twice during the restlessness of 
that day, she laid her dear little head 
on my lap, and was quiet for a quarter 
of an hour, or twenty minutes at a time. 
How her mother longed to keep that 
sweet head there : and how often she 
now likes to dwell upon her constant 
warm affection, through all that week 
of suffering, loving to have her mother's 
arm under her head, and then again 
wishing to sit in her lap, and crflen 
throwing her Uttle arms round her neck. 
She never liked any one to lift her out 
of bed but myself; at first she was too 
heavy for me to manage alone, so I was 
obliged to ask some one to help me ; but 
she was light enough, — precious lamb, 
at last. One afternoon, after suffering 
much from swaUowing, which had fre- 
quently made her fretful, she made a 
great effort to take something, and then 
said " Dear Mamma, I am trying to be 
good; am I gooder, Mamma ?"* Dear 
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Child, how Mamma's heart ached to 
witness the suffering, and to be able to 
do so Uttle to alleviate it ! I had often 
found when she was fretful, as I said be- 
fore, that reading a few verses of a Hymn 
calmed and quieted her ; but once when 
I began to do so, (it was a hymn she 
liked very much,) — 

« Almighty God, I'm very Ul/' 

she dashed her hand against the book to 
stop me ; but almost immediately after, 
she turned to me, saying, — " Please 
Mamma read, " Tm very ill/' and laid 
perfectly still till I had done. She did 
indeed struggle through the whole time 
much against her hasty feelings, the grace 
of God assisting her. 

We knew well that our little Amy's 
life, hung, as it were, upon a thread, 
but indulged a hope, to the last, that 
God would graciously hear our prayers, 
and spare our child — this, however, was 
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not His will, He had prepared better 
things for her. 

We had never thought it necessary to 
tell her, the danger she was in : feeling 
that nothing more was needed, than to 
guide her thoughts heavenward, (as we 
had opportunity,) which was an easy task. 
She must, however, have been aware 
that she was going, for when one of the 
servants came in to see her, about two 
hours before her death, she put her little 
arms round her neck, and said, "Pm 
going away, I'm going away." 

At a quarter before ten on Sunday 
night, November the 20th, our dear 
Amy peacefully breathed her last. Thank 
God 1 she did not suflfer : and Oh ! the 
glory that was then her's, would indeed 
outweigh immediately, all the trials and 
pains of her last illness. 

" Thou God of Love, 
Vouchsafe us grace to bow beneath Thy Rod, 
And breathe — (although it be through burning tears, 
And half-choked utterance) — * Thy will be done ; ' 
Even so. Father ! for it seemeth good to Thee I " 
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Thus ended the earthly life of a child of 
God ; and the comfort of her sorrowing 
parents consists in this blessed assurance, 
not in believing her to have been dif- 
ferent from other children, except in what 
she had received, — The Grace of God. 
Her naturally hasty temper shewed itself 
occasionally through her little life, but 
thanks be to God, she had grace given 
her to strive against it. Her own 
strength she felt to be perfect weakness ; 
but her faith in that dear Saviour whom 
she loved, never failed. 

" What had she that she did not re- 
ceive?*' 1 Cor. iv. 7. 

Amy was always fond of writing, and 
she would sometimes try to put her little 
thoughts down in rhyme. The following 
lines I found in her pocket-book, they 
have of course no merit in themselves, 
but were affecting to us, as expressing 
some of her bright thoughts about that 
Heavenly home which was so soon to be 
hers. 
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*^ I love to listen when the winds blow high, 
And hear the masic of the sky ; 
It makes me think of that happy home, 
Where little children love to roam/' 

She had also been very fond of copy- 
ing texts, we have found many little me- 
mentos of this kind, since her death. 
One has been brought to me unopened ; 
I know not when she wrote it, but she 
had fastened it with a wafer, and direct- 
ed it, 

" For dear Mamma, from Amy." 

It is Heb. vii. 19. — " For the law made 
nothing perfect, but the bringing in of a 
better hope did, by the which we draw 
nigh to God." 

It was very affecting to me ; Amy was 
still then my comforter, and I received 
it, as a message through my child, to lay 
hold of that better hope, steadfast unto 
the end, by which, and which only, we 
can draw nigh to God. 

F 
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*' Nearer my God, to Thee, — 

Nearer to Thee ! 
£'ea though it he a cross 

That raiseth me ; 
Still all my song shall be, 
Neai-er my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee ! " 

I cannot help recounting some of the 
kind things said about our dear children, 
since, 

" He took them hence in His perfect will." 

They have all been very consoling to 
their parents* hearts. 

Their Grandpapa, in a letter says : — 
" I am very thankful so many of us 
saw dear Amy, within the last few months 
before her death, and all loved, and ad- 
mired her, and are able to sympathize 
with you in your loss. Few were at all 
like her ; few so amiable and full of love, 
and even at her early age so manifestly 
prepared for her great change." 

A kind friend, the dear Vicar of 
B , says : — 
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" Your sweet Amy was an unearthly 
child. There was an indescribable some* 
thing about her that made one feel so. I 
well remember saying to myself on your 
previous bereavement : " I should have 
thought it would have been Amy I " Do 
you remember one day she crept to my 
side, mounted my knee, and gave me a 
soft sweet kiss of peace ? I felt as if an 
angel's wing had touched me in passing. 
But, (he kindly adds,) I am making the 
tears to flow, may they ease and disbur- 
den the heart — they are not tears with- 
out hope. He that is the light of life is 
shining on them, and they sparkle. Yes, 
in your deep mourning, and amid dark- 
ness and bereavement around, are not 
your spirits seeking the light shining as 
it were in a dark place, conscious that 
Amy and Rosalie are in the region of 
that light ? and do you not summon up 
feith to say " We shall go to them, but 
they shall not come back to us?" (and 

F 2 



then he adds fbrdier,) '^ Dear aonoiriiig 
parentSy Crod has saved Aonr fiam all 
evil^ and that sweet one, which yoa in 
infinnity, migfat hare made a toy or an 
idol. He hath changed into one of his 
Jewels.* 

One kind friend says, on he»ing of 
Amy's death — ^ Is diat sweet child really 
gone, who sang Hjrmns to me till I wept 
again? 

I asked a dear friend, (who had lived 
with us for some time, and knew Amy and 
Bosalie well,) whether she could tell me 
anything about Amy having once accused 
herself of telling untruths, and what was 
the cause. She writes thus in reply : — 

** The time you speak of, about dear 
Amy's condemnation of herself, I well 
remember, — she accused herself of hav- 
ing told nurse falsehoods, which the lat- 
ter distinctly denied ; and it proved to be 
her conversation while at play. You re- 
member how sensitive her conscience al- 
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ways was, and how ready she was to 
blame herself. I often think, with so 
much pleasure, of her habit of praying, 
and laying every sin, or fancied sin, and 
every thought before God, and always 
seeking help — ^how she controlled her 
temper by that means; and how a few 
minutes, to give her time for prayer, al- 
ways brought her to me, herself again, 
and sorry for her fault. I often think, 
too, of her love for Bible History, and 
her preference for that, above every other 
lesson; she was never so attentive as 
when learning it, and never remembered 
anything so well. Dear little Bosie too, 
— cannot you fancy you hear her repeat- 
ing it now ? It was always her reward^ 
you know, if she had said her lessons 
well, and the strongest inducement I 
could hold out to her to say them. In- 
deed your memory of them is precious ; 
and this^ above all other, their fitness for 
their present happiness, and their love 
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for their God. And then too, there is 
so much sweetness, and depth of affec- 
tion, so much docility, and obedience in 
both, of which to treasure the memory. 
They were so fond, and affectionate to- 
gether, it is meet they should enter Hea- 
ven together!** 

How much the dear children loved 
this kind friend, words will not tell. 
Little Amy often talked of the delight 
of seeing her again, as she hoped to have 
done when she went to the south. But 
our Heavenly Father willed it otherwise. 

A dear Cousin writes thus : — " While 
your heart bleeds, and you mourn over 
the loss of these precious ones, you will 
still bless God that they are safe far ever; 
no more pains — no more conflicts — ^no 
more sickness, with the harps of Gt)d in 
their hands, they tune His praises : for 
are they not among the countless num- 
ber, who surround His throne, singing 
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everlasting songs of praise ? Surely they 
are for ever blessed, fbr ever happy. 

" Accustom yourself to look mihin the 
veily with the eye of faith to see your 
little darlings clad in the white robes of 
their Saviour's righteousness, joining in 
Angels* songs, and happy beyond all that 
you can conceive of happiness. * The 
time is short,' soon, soon, we shall meet 
our lost ones, the links broken on earth, 
will be reunited in Heaven, and we shall 
bless God for those very chastenings, 
which His own love saw good to send 
upon us." 

How affectionately do all her dear 
Aunts that knew her, speak of our pre- 
cious Amy. She gained all hearts. 

Her dear Aunt L. G , in one of 

her letters, says : — 

" Our darling Amy is safe for ever, 
and how much happier than even your 
love could make her. She is now where 
her heart was ; she never seemed to me 
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like other children. Do you remember 
talking to her one day about our Savi- 
our's crucifixion, and how she said, ^ Oh ! 
how cruel^ we'm't they cruel ? ' * I 
never saw a child so realize things unseen 
before/ ** Then in another : — " Earth 
could not satisfy such a heart as hers. 
Her Saviour saw she was ready, and took 
His lamb home to His bosom. How 
many many sorrows she is spared by being 
so early housed. You know with that 
sensitive, tender little heart, she would 
have had many a bitter grief in such a 
rough world as this, and now nothing can 
touch her to harm her. She is well kept 
for you and well cared for, till you join 
her * at home.' ** 

These are indeed our consolations, and 
they are abiding ones, and such as can« 
not fail us. What more do we need? 
And when I am tempted to grieve over- 
much, Our darling Amy's sweet loving 
face comes before me. ^^ Dear Mamma, 
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you don't vdsh us to come back I'm sure, 
we are so happy." 



She is gone ! She is gone ! A God of love 
Has called her up to His side above, 
Has gathered the flower in all its prime, 
And bade it bloom in a brighter clime ; 
Has filled her hand with a heavenly lyre. 
And found her a place in His Angel choir. 

She is gone ! She is gone to a land of light, 
Where the glorious day ne'er sinks in night. 
Where a cloud ne'er comes across the sky ; 
Where the tears are wiped f mm every eye ; 
Where all is holiness, love and bliss. 
And none regret such a world as this. 

She is gone ! She is gone ! She passed away, 

Like the dying close of a summer day ; 

A dawn of glory around her shone ; 

A light shot down from the Heavenly Throne ; 

The last of her breath in song was spent. 

And forth in a smile her spirit went* 
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She is gone ! She is gone ! To her high reward. 
To bask in the looks of her wished-for Lord : 
She gained one peep through the golden gate ; 
She saw the Seraphim for her wait ; 
And sprang from sorrow and sin away, 
To dwell in the light of eternal day. 



She is gone ! She is gone ! And who would chain 

Her soul to a world like our's again % 

But ! the blank, the desolate void, 

In hearts that her converse here enjoyed ! 

They long from all upon earth to sever. 

And be with their loved and lost, for ever. 



She is gone ! She is gone ! But a while before, 
She waits for them at the Heavenly door ; 
They hear her caUing them up on high ; 
They fed her d/rawing them on to the shy ; 
And pray, at their parting hour to be, 
Ae ripe, as ready, as blessed as she, 

H. F. Zyte, 
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THE GOURD. 

Thy Gourd has fallen ! Yet had its kindly shade 
Been spared for future years to bless Thy bower, 
It would have lived, but only to decay. 
Those bursting buds and blossoms, early pluck'd 
(Say not too early), would at last have dropp'd 
As withered flowers. Let the Great Husbandman 
Select the time to take His own, and if 
For transplantation He may deem it fit. 
Before the chilling frosts of life have nipp'd it. 
Would'st thou retain it longer in the blasts 
Of an ungenial clime ? Be thine to praise Him, 
That, in selecting for the severing blow. 
He took the ripest for Himself. The tree 
Mark'd for the axe was not the cumberer — 
The leafless, fruitless, unproductive one. 
Fit fuel for the fire : No, — 

It %8 spared, 
(In mercy spared), to see if, peradventure. 
The sharp incisions of the pruning-knife, 
May fructify its boughs. 'Tis the exotic 
Which has been taken to a kindlier soil, ' 
To bloom unfading in far happier climes. 
Where tempest is unknown ! 

Think of the storms 
That tender sapling has in love been saved ; 
Although, perchance, unfretted with a cloud 
Up to the hour it fell ; who could predict 
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What might be brooding in the far horizon, — 
What travailings and sorrows might be pent 
Within the womb of time ? Who could foretell 
That ere to-morrow's sun had run his race. 
Some hurricane, now slumbering, forth might speed 
In giant might, its footsteps track'd with woe 
Blighting all loveliness ; reminding us 
That cloudless sunshine trusted cannot be 
On this side Heaven 1 " 

W^ of Baca. 



"l BECAME DUMB AND OPENED NOT MY MOUTH, 
FOR IT WAS THY DOING." 



I have been dumb, and held my peace. 

Because the stroke was thine ; 
When Thou dost bare Thy holy arm, 

Omnipotent^ Divine ; 
Shall mortal man, corrupt within. 
Complain that Thou dost visit sin ? 

Thou didst it. Lord. This sorrow came. 

Obedient to Thy will : 
Thy hands have fashioned me ; Oh, in wrath, 

Remember mercy still : 
I will be silent at Thy awful Throne, 
Thy hands have fashioned me — Thy will be done. 
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Thou didst it — Thou whose heart of love 

Was wounded first for me : 
Who passed through mortal life, and bore 

Death's deepest Agony. 
How can I murmur or complain, 
When Jesus suffered grief and pain ? 



Thou didst it, who art watching now, 
Each pang and heavy sigh : 

Yes, I submit, — if only Thou 
Wilt hold me, and stand nigh : 

I will not struggle with the knife 

That wounds me, but to save my life. 



Thou didst it, who art gone on high, 
Where many mansions be : 

There to prepare a glorious home. 
And deathless friends for me. 

Shall I rebel against the love, 

That fits me for my home above ? 



Ah, no } e'en through this load of fears. 

My heart is springing up, 
To thank Thee for the boundless grace. 

That overflows my cup. 
But I am weak, and cannot always say — 
" Tki/ wiU he done : " remember, I am clay. 
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Put a new song within my lips. 

And let my spirit sing ; 
I give Thee up my inmost heart, 

Saviour, and Priest, and King : 
Take to Thee there, at least, Thy power and reign, 
Henceforth, " To live is Christ, to die is gain." 

C, 



AMY. 



In the darkness of the night-time 

When awake I silent lie, 
Oft I think of thee, sweet Amy, 

Till I almost feel thee nigh. 

T'was a face like summer twilight. 
With a hroad and peaceful brow ; 

And an eye — how soft and earnest ! 
I can see its lustre now. 

I can hear thy springing footstep 

In the morning on the stair. 
And thy low, sweet words of greeting. 

They are with me everywhere. 

When, with shy, yet fond caressing, 

Thou thy face towards mine didst bring ; 
Well, and truly said they. Amy, 

'Twas like touch of angel's wing." 



« 
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There was sadness in thy gesture, 

There was sorrow in thine eye, 
When we spoke to thee of Jesus, 

In His shame and agony. 

Thou didst love Him,-»-little Amy, 

And thou now art gone to be 
Where they ever, ever serve Him, 

Singing praise eternally. 

We, the desert lone are treading, 

Sad, and weary-footed still ; 
Thou art resting — blessed Amy, 

Thou art safe on Zion's hill. 

We are longing for the season, 

When we shall-rour wanderings o'er. 

Meet thee in our Father's mansions, 
To be parted, never more ! 

X., Jamtary, 1854. 



ROSALIE. 



I must not wish you back again, my little Rosalie ; 
And yet I love to think, dear child, of what you 

used to be ; 
And should the thought of what you were, bring 

tears into my eyes, 
I must remember, that you now, are safe beyond 

the skies. 
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JBLow simple was your little heart ! how pure each 

heavenly thought ! 
You had but one heart-felt desire, to love what Jesu 

taught. 
But you are gone! for Death's cold wind across 

your path has sped. 
And snapping off the fragile stem, has left the rose- 
bud dead. 
Perchance some storm would soon have spread across 

the cloudless sky, 
And He who loves His little lambs, and listens to 

their cry. 
Has safely to His Home of Rest, our little loved one 

borne ; 
Then why should not such peaceful thoughts bring 

peace to those who mourn ? 
For, borne aloft on angels' wings, her soul has sped 

its way. 
With songs of praise, as mounts the lark at break 

of summer's day. 
Oh, may we all, sweet Rosalie, when called upon to 

die. 
Join in the sweetest songs of praise, with thee be- 
yond the sky ! 
And while we travel in our course of toil and sorrow 

here. 
May spirits such; as thine, sweet child, be always 

hovering near ! 
To teach us that the cross we bear, the trials we 

endure, 
Are sent to seal our love for Christ and make our 

rest secure. J. TT. TT., May^ 1863. 
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Oat in the moonlight, Emmie, 

By the wild, old sea, 
Water and wind, are keeping 

Their ancient revelry. 

'Tis the same old sea- shore, Emmie, 
Where our childish footsteps stray'd ; 

The same tall clifiB hang over, 
'Neath which we often play'd. 

When we gaze on all around us, 
We can small change descry ; 

But we ourselves, how altered. 
We are changed, love, you and I. 

Look at the moonlight gleaming 

Over the restless waves ; 
The same bright moon streams coldly 

Across our children's graves. 

Yours in that quiet grave-yard, 
Sleep 'neath the church's shade. 

Mine in a far-off country 
On a foreign shore is laid. 

6 
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Each grief ia meaaured, Emmie, 
Each pain must needfiil be. 

Bat sonow now, and sadnese^ 
Are no dream to yon and me. 



AMY'S FAVOURITE HYMNS. 



Jesus who lived above the sky, 
Came down to be a man and die ; 
And in the Bible we may see, 
How very good He used to be. 

He went about, He was so kind. 
To cure poor people who were blind ; 
And many who were sick and lame, 
He pitied them, and did the same. 

But more than that. He told them too. 
The things that God would have them do ; 
And was so gentle and so mild. 
He would have listened to a child. 

But such a cruel death He died, — 

He was hung up and crucified ; 

And those kind hands that did such good, 

They nailed them to a cross of wood. 

G 2 
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And so He died ! — and this is whj 
He came to be s man and die : 
The Bible says^-^He came from Heaven, 
That we might have oar sins fingiven. 

He knew how wicked men had beoi. 
And knew that God most pnnish sin ; 
So out of pity, Jesos said, 
He*d bear their pnnbhment instead. 

Now God will pardon those who pray. 
And hate their sins, and torn away ; 
But wicked girls, that do not care, 
We know that sach He cannot bear. 



God is love : can this be true ! 

Yes, the Bible says it is^: 
Children, let me ask of you, 

Have you ever thought of this — 
That God is love ? 

God it was who sent His Son — 
His only Son to bleed and die ; 

For sinners ruined and undone. 
Aloud the wounds of Jesus cry — 
That God is love. 
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God delights to pardon sin, 
Grace and mercy to bestow ; 

Little children, though unclean, 
Come to Him, and you shall know- 
That God is love. 

Every poor repentant child, 
His arms are open to receive ; 

To such, He says, in accents mild, 
Little sinner now believe — 
That Ood 18 love. 



I am but a little child, 
Very careless, very wild ; 
And my heart does oft rebel, 
Yet I hve my Saviour well. 

Yes, I love Him, who for me, 
Died upon the accursed tree ; 
Died to save my soul from Hell ; 
Yes, I l(yoe my Saviour well. 

Sin defiles me, but I know, 
He can wash me white as snow ; 
I shall live where Angels dwell. 
If I love my Saviour well. 
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Blessed Lord, from all alarms. 
Shield Thy lamb withm Thine arms ; 
That my life and death may tell, 
That I love my Saviour well. 



Dearest Mother, tell me why, 
God who dwells above the sky ; 
Always listens when I pray : 
^ Always hears whate'er I say ? 

You have told me of His love ; 
Told me how He reigns above — 
Great and mighty, brighter far. 
Than the very brightest star. 

Does He then, whenever I kneel, 
Know the very joys I feel ? 
Does He smile when children sing ? 
Such a very little thing. 

Cannot make Him bend an ear : 
Cannot make Him pleased to hear : 
Yes it does — I hear you say. 
Then I'U try to sing all day. 
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And if I were soon to die ; 
In the Heaven above the sky ; 
Though I am a little thing, 
Full of love my heart would sing. 



Around the throne of God in Heaven 

Thousands of children stand- 
Children whose sins are aJl forgiven, 
A holy, happy band, 
Singing glory, glory, glory. 

In flowing robes of spotless white, 

See every one arrayed ; 
Dwelling in everlasting light. 

And joys that never fade, 
Singing glory, glory, glory. 

Once they were little things like you. 

And lived on earth below. 
And could not praise, as now they do, 

The Lord t^ho loves them so. 
Singing glory, glory, glory. 

What brought them to that world above ? 

That heaven so bright and fair ! 
Where all is joy, and peace, and love ! 

How came those children there ? 
Singing glory, glory, glory. 
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Because the Saviour shed his blood 

To wash away their sin — 
Bathed in iha.ipure B,ndpreci<ms flood. 

Behold. them white, and clean ! 
Singing glory, glory, glory. 

On earth they sought their Savioor^s grace, 
On earth they loved His name ; 

So now they see His Messed face, 
And stand before the Lamb, 
Singing glory, gloiy, glory. 



Lord, teach a little child to pray. 
And fill my heai*t with love, 

And make me fitter every day 
To go to heaven above. 

O hear my little, simple prayer ; 

My faults and sins forgive. 
That I may join the Angels there. 

And with my Saviour live. 
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Jesusy with an eye of love, 
Marks little children from above^ 
And when on earth for them He bled, 
He took them in His arms, and said :— 
" Little children, come to me, 
And a Saviour's welcome see. 
If you love me, you shall share. 
Whilst you live, my tenderest care. 
And in death shall mount above 
Where the Angels live and love, 
And their Father's presence view, 
For Heaven is formed of such as you. 



» 



Jesus, Saviour, pity me ! 

Hear me when I cry to Thee ! 

I've a very naughty heart, 

Full of sin in every part ; 

I can never make it good. 

Wilt Thou wash me in Thy blood ? 

Jesus, Saviour, pity me. 

Hear me when I cry to Thee ! 
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Short has heen my pilgrim way, 
Yet I'm sinning every day ; 
Though I am so young and weak, 
Lately taught to run and speak ; 
Yet in evil T am strong, — 
Far from Thee I've lived too long : 
Jesus, Saviour, pity me ! 
Hear me when I cry to Thee. 

When I try to do Thy will. 
Sin is in my bosom still ; 
And I soon do something bad. 
That makes me sorrowful and sad. 
Who could help or comfort give, 
If Thou didst not bid me live ? 
Jesus, Saviour, pity me ! 
Hear me when I cry to Thee ! 

Though I cannot cease from guilt. 
Thou canst cleanse me, and Thou wilt 
Since Thy blood for me was shed. 
Crowned with thorns Thy blessed head 
Thou, who loved and suffered so, 
Ne'er wilt bid nie from Thee go : 
Jesus, Thou wilt pity me ! 
Save me when I cry to Thee. 
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MORNING. 



I thank thee, Lord, for quiet rest. 

And for Thy care of me : 
O I let me through this day be blest, 

And kept from harm by Thee. 

O ! take my naughty heart away. 
And make me clean and good ; 

Lord Jesus, save my soul, I pray. 
And wash me in Thy blood. 

! let me love Thee I Kind Thou art 

To children such as I ; 
Give me a gentle, hol^ heart ; 

Be Thou my friend on high. 

Help me to please my parents dear, 

And do whate'er they tell ; 
Bless all my friends both far and near. 

And keep them safe and well. 
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EVENING. 



Jesus, tender shepherd, hear me 1 
Bless Thy little lamb to-night ! 

Through the darkness he Thou near me^ 
Watch my sleep till morning light* 

All this day Thy hand hists led me. 
And I thank Thee for Thy care ; 

Thou hast clothed me, warmed and fed me. 
Listen to my evening prayer. 

Let my sins he all foi'given ! 

Bless the friends I love so well ! 
Take me, when I die, to heaven, 

Happy there with thee to dwell ! 



How loving is Jesus, 

Who came from the sky ; 
In tenderest pity, 
For sinners to die. 
His hands and His feet were nailed to the tree, 
And all this He suffered for you and for me. 
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How gladly does Jesus, 
Frte pardon impart, 
To all who receive Him, 
By faith in their heart. 
No evil befalls them, their name is above. 
And Jesus throws round them, the arms of His love. 



How precioiu! is Jesus, 
To all who believe ; 
And out of His fulness. 
What grace they receive. 
When weak, He supports them ; when erring, He 

guides. 
And everything needful He surely provides. 

Oh, give then to Jesus, 

Your earliest days ; 
They only are blessed, 
Who walk in His waj'^s, 
In life and in death, He will still be your Friend, 
For whom Jesus loves, He loves to the end. 
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Amy CHOSE the following to learn, 
two days before she was taken ill, but 
only learnt two verses, and daring her 
delirium tried to repeat them : — 

• 

Come noW; and sit beside me, dear, 
A pretty story you shall hear ; — 
Of little Anne, a holy child, 
On whom the Saviour mr^ smUed. * 

Her mother taught her every day. 

To love her Grod — ^to love to pray ; 

And though she scarce the words could speak. 

She often knelt His face to seek. 

She loved her elder sister well, 
And often would her mother tell — 
To teach that sister hymns of praise. 
And show her more of God's own ways. 

At last God pleased to make her ill. 
But she was meek, and patient still ; 
She lay upon her cradle bed, 
Her mother watched her aching head. 



She whispered low : " O mother, pray ! 
Her weeping mother turned away ; 
" O pray for me ! " again she said, 
Her mother knelt to God, and prayed. 



» 
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He heard that earnest prayer, and more, 
For often she had prayed hefore, — 
That God her darling child would take, 
To be his child, for Jesus* sake. 

Her pains, her sickness, soon were o'er, 
God took her, and she wept no more : 
that to Thee, my child, 'twere given, 
To be as early fit for Heaven. 
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The Hymn Amy sang on her death-bed. 




^j ;■ J' c r J' J:fe ^ 



I tliinkwheni read that sweet sto - ry of old, 



f& ^ f c ff ^m 



When Je - sua was here a-mong men. 



fe 



^ g JJ' tPFffli 



How He call'd lit- tie children as lamhs to His fold, 



^ 



^ w ^' tj=fm 



I should like to have been with Him then. 

I wish that His hand had been placed on my head ; 

That His arm had been thrown around me ; 
And that I could have seen His kind look, when He 
said — 

Let the little ones come unto me. 

Yet still, at His footstool, in prayer I may go, 

And ask for a share in His love ; 
And if I thus earnestly seek Him below, 

I shall see Him and praise Him above. 

In that beautiful place He has gone to prepare, 
For those who are good and forgiven ; 

And many dear children are gathering there, 
For of such is the Kingdom of Heaven. 
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^rrd-^W^ 



i 



— p — f- 

Oh ! for a clos - er walk with God, 



i 



i 



> JM J ■ J' J^-6 



zt 



azz: 



A calm and heav'n - ly frame, 



^ J . ; J ■ "^^ ^ 
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A light to shine up • on the road, 



«| !^ J' l J. J' J. g 



That leads me to the Lamb. 



^^=^ 



^ f 



^^ 
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Where is the hles^ - ed > ness I knew, 



^1 J ? J fn TT^ 



When first I saw the Lord? 



^ 



^ 



i 



s 



^ 



Where is the soul - re - fresh - ing view 



i> J' I J ■ j'^^ 



-IBL 



Of Je 



sua and 



His word? 
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What peaceful hours I once enjoyed, 
How sweet their memory still ; 

But they have left an aching void, 
The world can never filL 

Return, O Holy Dove, return- 
Sweet messenger of rest : 

I hate the sins that made Thee mourn. 
And drove Thee from my hreast. 

The dearest Idol I have known, 

Whate'er that Idol he, 
Help me to tear it from Thy Throne, 

And worship only Thee. 

* 

So shall my walk he close with God ; 

Calm and serene my frame ; 
So pure a light shall mark the road, 

That leads me to the Lainh. 



THE END. 
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